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eel, and sent them that very evening to his father, with a note, explaining his son's folly, and requesting him. to use his authority to put an end to the persecution,"
"That, of course, was effectual?" I said.
u Yes, " he continued: " the young inamorato was seen here no more; and we learnt that he had been, sent by his father, at an hour's notice, on business to Germany. The old gentleman wrote me a note of thanks, and sent a gold watch for Miss Walton, which, at her request, I immediately returned to him. Bah ! these rich people think a jewel or a trinket is like Hotspur's fop's * parmeceti,'c the sovereign'st remedy for an inward bruise!'"
"But this," I asked, "is not the love affair that Miss "Walton's nerves are suffering from? "
" 0, no," replied Mr. Henderson; "that's quite a different matter. That happened here. But it's dinner-time now: I'll finish the story to-night, after the play."
Macbeth never seemed so long and so tedious to me as on that evening. From Mrs. Henderson, who played Lady Macbeth, I learned, with delight, between the acts, that Miss Walton had slept through the greater part of the day, and was much refreshed by it, and tolerably tranquil. At length, I was slain by Mac-duff, after the usual " terrific " cut and thrust fight: never was death more welcome! I hurried to my dressing-room, undressed, re-dressed in an incredibly short space of time, hastened to the manager, dragged him to the hotel, and having snatched a hasty supper, ordered the " materials " and cigars, and begged him to finish his story. letters and presents into one par-y were handed at once to me.                 j
